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remaining lifeboat, with orders to signal immediately on landing,
find the other party and bring them back at once. In considerable
apprehension he watched this boat disappear around the point,
then waited for the signal which never came. The weather wa*
still fair. Next morning two large canoes each holding several
men rounded the point, paddled to within half a mile of the ship,
waved, and returned from whence they came. The St. Paul was
unable to follow them into the bay, and had no boats with which
to land had it done so. For a total of ten days after the first boat
had gone around the point Chirikov cruised before the bay's
entrance, but nothing was heard from the landing parties.
The fate of these fifteen men, the first Europeans to land on
the coast of Alaska, has never been determined. They and every
scrap of their belongings disappeared inside the entrance to what
is now known as Lizianski Straits as completely as if dissolved in
its turbulent waters. The Russian Government sought news of
them for nearly a century without finding a trace; natives of the
vicinity have no traditions concerning them. It seems unlikely
that fifteen armed men could have been slaughtered with, spears
and arrows without having fired a shot in defence, and some
traces of their influence on the native inhabitants should have
been found by subsequent explorers had they deserted the ship.
With fifteen of his best men lost mysteriously, all the others
ill with scurvy, his fresh water more than half gone, Chirikov
continued the voyage, hoping against hope to come up with
Bering. Fortunately, he missed some of the fiercest storms* When
he reached Avacha Bay more than half his crew was still alive,
and on his return he had discovered the Aleutians, the richest
fur-bearing islands and waterways in the world. Curving west-
ward from America to within a few hundred miles of Siberia,
their wealth in seal and sea otter led the Imperial Russian
Government to claim and colonize them along with the mainland
from which they extended.
For a hundred and twenty-five years Russia held and ap-
parently looked upon her discoveries in the New World as an
Inexhaustible, self-perpetuating fur farm. No one knew or was
interested in learning what lay beyond the wall of mountains
and glaciers guarding the coast. Alexander BaranoPs headquarters
at Sitka was sufficient unto its needs; under the force of his
indomitable will it became the metropolis of western North
America. But however prolific the seal and shy the sea otter*